THE  COMPLAINT

It booted not to crie,
Since helpe was not at hande.
And fill before hir fearefulfac^
Hir cruel foe didflande.

Andyetfae (weeping cride)
Vppon hirfiflers name,
Hir fathers, and hir brothers (oh)
Whofe faEle didfoyle hir fame.

And on the Gods JJie calde,

For helpe in hir dutreffe,

But al zn vame he wrought his wil

Whofe lujl was not the leffe.

*\" The filthie fact once done,
He gaue hlr leaue to greete,
And there fhe fat much like a birde
New fcapte from falcons feete.

Whofe blood embrues hir felfe,
And fitts in forie plight,
Ne dare fhe proine hir plumes again,
But feares a fecond flight.

At laft when hart came home,
Difcheveld as fhe fate.
With hands vphelde, fhe tried hir tongue,
To wreake hir woful flate.

O Barbrous blood (quoth JJie)

By Barbrous deeds difgrajl,

Coulde no kinde coale^ nor pitties fparkt^

Within thy brejl be pla/le ?

Could not my fathers hests^

Nor my mojl ruthful teares,

My maydenhoode, nor thine own yoke.

Affright thy minde with feat e$ t